ATHENIAN SPRING

Barbera and Asti Spumante which celebrated the sailing.
The boat had anchored in the bay of Naples by the time we
got up in the morning ; and the excitement was renewed
as one went on deck to take in the panorama at a glance,
assuring oneself by a second look at Vesuvius that it was
really true. I was one of a handful of passengers getting off,
accompanied by a stowaway who had been found overnight;
and when our tender left for the shore it was given a lively
ovation. There was no customs officer on the quay to
declare that my baggage had come from Genoa and pass
it through the dock gates; and every messenger who went
to look for him came back to ask for five lire. The liner
weighed anchor and made off to New York before he came.
The San Carlo in Naples is a paragon among theatres,
as I was able to see for myself that evening. The Museo
Nazionale is a paragon among museums, and its piccoli bronzi
and wall-paintings from Pompeii are very circumspectly
shown. An English guidebook to the city observes of this
special collection that " ladies should seek advice before
entering the rooms". My advice to them is to brazen it
out. The Blue Grotto may be a paragon among blue
grottos, but we could not enter it because the sea was rough
and the boat-owner was not insured against broken heads.
No scene-painter has conceived any paragon of scene-
painting so discreetly gaudy as Capri. To wait ten days in
Naples for a boat to Athens was a week too long, so that I
faced the worst in Italian travel by making a night journey
to Brindisi overland. The early morning hours were spent
in looking out upon a Calabrian landscape that seemed to be
fissured, sulphurous and in every way repellent.
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